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Again, there is another gain that results from
advancing years. I think it is true that there
were sharper ecstasies in youth, keener percep-
tions, more passionate thrills ; but then the mind
also dipped more swiftly and helplessly into dis-
couragement, dreariness, and despair. I do not
think that life is so rapturous, but it certainly is
vastly more interesting. When I was young
there were an abundance of things about which
I did not care. I was all for poetry and art;
I found history tedious, science tiresome, politics
insupportable. Now I may thankfully say it is
wholly different. The time of youth was the
opening to me of many doors of life. Sometimes
a door opened upon a mysterious and wonderful
place, an enchanted forest, a solemn avenue, a
sleeping glade; often, too, it opened into some
dusty work-a-day place, full of busy forms bent
over intolerable tasks, whizzing wheels, dark
gleaming machinery, the din of the factory and
the xvorkshop. Sometimes, too, a door would
open into a bare and melancholy place, a hill-
side strewn with stones, an interminable plain of
sand; worst of all, a place would sometimes be
revealed which was full of suffering, anguish, and
hopeless woe, shadowed with fears and sins,